MARSEILLES AND HYERES

at that time there was not money enough for the two of us, 1883
so he had to start alone, though I expected soon to be able ^T" 32
to follow him. During the night a peasant-man died in
a house in our garden, and in the morning the corpse,
hideously swollen in the stomach, was lying on its coffin-
lid at our gates. Fortunately it was taken away just
before Louis went, and he didn't see it nor hear anything
about it until afterwards. I had been back and forth all
the morning from the door to the gates, and from the gates
to the door, in an agony lest Louis should have to pass it
on his way out.

I was to have a despatch from Toulon where Louis was
to pass the night, two hours from St. Marcel, and another
from Nice, some few hours further, the next day. I waited
one, two, three, four days, and no word came. Neither
telegram nor letter. The evening of the fourth day I went
to Marseilles and telegraphed to the Toulon and Nice sta-
tions and to the bureau of police. I had been pouring out
letters to every place I could think of. The people at
Marseilles were very kind and advised me to take no further
steps to find my husband. He was certainly dead, they
said. It was plain that he stopped at some little station
on the road, speechless and dying, and it was now too late
to do anything; I had much better return at once to my
friends. " Eet of en 'appens so," said the Secretary, and
" Oh yes, all right, very well/* added a Swiss in a sym-
pathetic voice. I waited all night at Marseilles and got no
answer, all the next day and got no answer; then 1 went
back to St. Marcel and there was nothing there. At eight
I started on the train with Lloyd who had come for his
holidays, but it only took us to Toulon where again 1 tele-
graphed. At last I got an answer the next day at noon.
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